Bhakaroff said as he bumped into Bob. He had
not recognized him but seemed to believe that he was one
of the Italian chorus singers. Before Bob could say anything
BhakarofF had disappeared behind the backdrop and was
gone.

BhakarofF had decided to climb up the thirteen steps
during Sybil's recitative in order to be at his post for his
cue; he would have time to relax up there and he wanted
to listen to her aria. He stumbled along, helpless without
his monocle, until Slickum popped up at his side and took
him across the stage. Slickum also found Max for him
and BhakarofF followed the little round reflex of the flash-
light, step by step, reaching the place behind his rock just
as Micaela's aria began. He felt with his hand for the
cardboard rocks to make sure that he stood at the correct
spot where he could not be seen from the audience. Then
he relaxed, saving his energy for his own scene.

From his post way up there, BhakarofF could not only
listen, but also, in one of his rare moments of clear sight,
see Sybil very well. Dr. Mayer had thrown a warm,
golden spotlight on to the lonely little figure at the bottom
of the canyon, lifting her from the surrounding blue dark-
ness. Symbolic! BhakarofF thought with a chuckle. He
did not see Sybil with clearly defined lines but rather as a
vision of light and beauty. Usually he listened to her with
the utmost attention, watching out for every tiny flaw, very
critical and rarely ever satisfied. He had created Sybil,
and what artist is ever satisfied with his own creation?
But to-night he surrendered himself to her voice, not
critical like an expert but happy and relaxed and subtly
intoxicated like anyone in the audience.

It was a moment of sublime happiness for BhakarofF.
Sybil sang beautifully; she looked marvellous too, frail and
touchingly helpless, yet determined and gallant. Her move-
ments were sparse, for Sybil was not much of an actress
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